Can any mortal mixture of Earths mould
Breathe such divine inchanting ravishment ?
Sure somthing holy lodges in that brest,
And with these raptures moves the vocal air
To testifie his hidden residence ;
How sweetly did they float upon the wings
Of silence through the empty-vaulted night
At every fall smoothing the Raven doune
Of darknes till it smil'd : I have oft heard
My mother Circe with the Sirens three,
Amid'st the flowry-kirtTd Naiades
Culling their potent hearbs, and baleful drugs.
Who as they sung, would take the prison3 d soul.
And lap it in Elysium.

MILTON (from Comus)

There is sweet music here that softer falls
Than petals firom blown roses on the grass,
Or night-dews on still waters between walls
Of shadowy granite, in a gleaming pass ;
Music that gentlier on the spirit lies,
Than tir'd eyelids upon tir*d eyes ;
Music that brings sweet sleep down from the bliss-
ful skies.
Here are cool mosses deep,
And thro* the moss the ivies creep,
And in the stream the long-leaved flowers weep,
And from the craggy ledge the poppy hangs in
sleep.
TENNYSON (from The Lotus-Eaters)